CHAPTER IX

IN twelve months the-Melekhov family was reduced to half
its number. Pantaleimon was right when he remarked one
day that death had taken a fancy to the hut. Hardly had
they had time to bury Natalia when once more the scent of
incense and cornflowers filled the Melekhovs' spacious best
room. Some ten days after Gregor had gone back to the
front Daria drowned herself in the Don.
On the Saturday, after returning from the fields she went
with Dunia to bathe. Below the kitchen gardens they
undressed and sat a long time on the soft, trampled grass.
From early morning Daria had been out of spirits, coin-
plaining of headache and weakness, and several times she
had surreptitiously wept. Before stepping into the water
Dunia gathered her hair into a knot, tied it up in a three-
cornered kerchief and, glancing sidelong at Daria, said
commiserately :
" How thin you've gone, Daria ; your bones seem to be
all outside your skin/'
"I'll soon get better. . . ."
" Has your headache gone ? "
<f Yes. WeH, let's bathe, for it's late already." Daria
was the first to enter the water at a run. She plunged in
over her head and, coming up, snorting the water out of
her nose and mouth, swam to the middle. The swift current
caught her up and began to carry her away.
Admiringly watching Daria as she shot forward with
great masculine sweeps, Dunia waded in up to her waist,
washed, wetted her breast and her sun-warmed, strong,
feminely-rounded arms. The two daughters-in-law of the
Obnizovs were watering cabbages in a neighbouring garden.
They heard Dunia laughingly call to Daria :
" Swim back, Dashka J Or a sheatfish. will carry you
off!"
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